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Senior Recital:
Amanda Morrell, composition
Hockett Family Recital HallSaturday December 1st, 20124:00 pm
Program
Glass Globe Amanda Morrell
for string quartet and live video
Christopher Sforza, violin
Kevin Pham, violin
Jacquelyn Timberlake, viola
Katie McShane, cello
William Robertson, video artist
I've Loved You So Long Amanda Morrell
I. End-Of-The-World-Moon
II. Hop a Train
III. Dried Roses, Yellow Buttons
IV. ...Comes a Flood
Sam Thurston, trumpet
Neuromancer  Amanda Morrell
Lucas Matheson, piano
Gnostical Turpitude Amanda Morrell
Sophia Ennocenti, flute
Megan Belansky, clarinet
Ali Cherrington, piano
Joe D'Esposito, violin
Brooks Griffith, cello
Michael Reinemann, conductor
Duet for Bottle Tree Amanda Morrell
I. Slow
II. Fast
III. Fast w/Wood
Amanda Morrell
Lucas Matheson*
*bottle tree inventor
Pause
So Much for So Little Kaki King
Arranged by: Amanda Morrell
Will Sigel, drumset
Damien Scalise. guitar
Alana Dawes, bass
Zach Gresser, piano
Jack Storer, trumpet
Paul Jensen, tenor saxophone 
What I Mean by American  Amanda Morrell
text by : Michelle Tea
Will Sigel, drumset
Amanda Morrell, vocals
Alana Dawes, bass
Damien Scalise, guitar
Jack Storer, trumpet
Sam Thurston, trumpet
Paul Jensen, tenor saxophone
Alec Staples, tenor saxophone
T. J. Schaper, trombone
Aidan Boardman, percussion
This recital is in partial fulfillment of the degree of Bachelor's of 
Music in Composition. Amanda Morrell is from the studio of Dr. Grossmann.
Program Notes
GLASS GLOBE
I woke up (merely) and found
myself
inside a bulb of pain:
I said
everybody else looks all right,
it must be mine:
I kept it & kept it 
shined invisibly clear. 
--A.R. Ammons
William J. R. Robertson is a Chicago-based transdisciplinary
artist, born and raised in St. Louis. Focusing primarily on digital
processes and output, he explores the relationship of the
human psyche in connection with digital environments. William
received his BFA from The School of the Art Institute of
Chicago.
Neuromancer
This piece was inspired by William Gibson’s seminal cyber-punk
novel Neuromancer. Neuromancer is a character, and yet, also
a concept in this novel’s dystopian future. Neuromancer names
itself as a portmanteau of the words Neuro, Romancer and
Necromancer. ‘It’ embodies the infinite, intangible sphere of
the Matrix—existing as the ultimate in artificial
intelligence—desperately seeking a higher aesthetic form of
existence. In this piece, I attempt to blend the mechanical with
the intangible, the emotional with the intellectual, the romantic
with the robotic until we reach a final culmination and drifting
sense of transcendental freedom. 
 
Gnostical Turpitude
Cincinnatus C. is condemned to death by beheading for
"gnostical turpitude," (roughly translating to magical
rule-breaking) in Vladimir Nabokov's novel, Invitation to a
Beheading. This surrealist, darkly comical novel displays the
kindly, emotional Cincinnatus in a world that does not fit, a
world that does not accept his differences. As he awaits the
executioner's ax, Cincinnatus experiences an out-of-body
revelation. As reality literally crumbles around him, Cincinnatus
leaves his body and "amidst the dust, and the falling things,
and the flapping scenery, Cincinnatus made his way in that
direction where, to judge by the voices, stood beings akin to
him."  
WHAT I MEAN BY AMERICAN 
i don’t know what to tell you
when you’re just so close,
hanging in front of me           
like a wondrous new planet
no one knows the name of.
the orbit
is truly dizzying.
when you leave i can sit
with my feet on my window
and pretend i have a brain
that thinks truly wondrous thoughts
when like a toy it only clicks
you you you, truly wondrous,
each letter a chunk of crystal sugar
on the back of a candy worm,
the gunfire crack of a backfiring car,
some great explosion leaving ash
like burnt sugar, you know, sticky
the way sugar turns
when you clutch it in your palm
fingers in a sweet fist my thoughts of you
coins falling from the luckiest slot
in las vegas, someplace neither of us
have been, someplace we’re bound for.
i want to move deeper into you
like a chugging bus that pulls me into
america, her gas stations and empty
diners, the rusting metal insects
sipping delicately from the earth
as the sun falls down and bangs its
head and i charge fully-armed
into your heart and hold up
your convenience store.
something like that,
something truly american.
i’m sick of living on the outskirts
of this country.
i want to immerse myself
in all its dust and terror
i want you in the getaway car
as i charge through the parking lot
dripping cheetos and iced sugar and
thin green bills to feed us.
i build a country
and take you on vacation
build parents 
for you to run away from
put some clouds in the sky
the way you like
build a car from the ground up
rust on my hands
leave the keys in the ignition
and wait for you to steal it. 
--Michelle Tea 
